100       AFTER THESE MANY QUESTS
bone-chilling weather. J. L. Garvin maintained that the East changes one for ever. It is so.
My dear mother, who had been distraught with grief during my illness, was overjoyed to see me, and I to see her. One comfort to her had been sympathetic letters sent by my colleagues in Bombay, in particular one from Linklater. Somehow I was oddly abashed by our meeting on board the Rawalpindi. She talked a different language from me now, poor soul, and didn't realise it. She said she had "dinner" waiting for me at home, to which I replied somewhat awkwardly that it was awfully kind but I had just had "lunch." Nevertheless, I somehow forced down the dinner as well.
Then I realised with a rush that I could not come back to the narrow house and the narrow world of Stratford, that I had metamorphosed into somebody else. I was extremely fond of Mother, but, alas, she acted on me like acid on litmus paper. I simply could not go on for ever as the spoiled child.
The I.M.S. Major had sternly admonished me to go into hospital on arriving in London. However, I felt so well, except for occasional spasms of pain, that I was determined to avoid it if I could. I made my way through the brick-desert of a neurotic and discontented London—it was near the General Strike time—to the consulting-room of an eminent Harley Street consultant, specialist in tropical diseases.
He carried out a systematic and patient examination, listening resignedly when I explained my aversion to hospitals. Then, to my intense surprise, he said: "You're all right. No malaria, no dysentery. Don't bother about hospital. Go off and play golf."
It was strange how the whole world was in collusion to make me play golf. I expressed my gratitude to the eminent consultant and pointed out that (a) I did not play golf, (b) when I attempted to play it was apt to plunge me into paroxysms of uncontrollable rage. He said : " Oh well, walk. Take some gentle exercise. Don't worry. You're all right. In three months you'll be perfectly able to go back to India."had the same word for "yesterday" and "tomorrow"; in London they clipped seconds in a mad race with time. Worst of all was the weather, the cold, wet,fed with silver, and the
